Semper carne into the dressing-room. The lights were turned
off, except one, over which a pink chiffon scarf was thrown.
The two bottles were empty and one glass was broken.
Madame was sitting in the wicker chair and kissing Robert
Marsh, who knelt in front of her and seemed to enjoy it.
Semper cleared her throat.

"Can't you see we are rehearsing? What is it?" Madame
asked sharply.

"Mussolini sent word that a man insists on seeing
Madame," Semper reported.

" I have nothing to do with Mussolini/5 Madame answered.
She had had a bad row with the Scala at Ivlilan and she had
been opposed to Fascism ever since.

" It's not that Mussolini. It's our Mussolini," Semper said.
Only then Madame remembered that Mussolini was the
doorman's nickname, because he was an Italian and a
dictator. She began to laugh at herself, "A man? What
man?" she asked. Suddenly she gasped and became very
serious. Antony! she thought.

"What's his name?"

"Durham," Semper said.

The happy tension on Madame's face slackened. "Dur-
ham? Never heard the name," she said. "Send him away."

"But------" said Semper.

"Yeshishmareea> can't you understand English? Send him
away," Madame shouted. Semper shrugged her shoulders
and closed her lips firmly. She could have told Madame that
Durham was the name of the man she had so frantically
searched over the telephone and wheedled into visiting her
during the performance. But Semper had a grouch against
Madame, partly because she had brought her nothing from
Europe but a useless bottle of patent medicine and partly
because, to her taste, there was too much traffic in Madame's
dressing-room. A dressing-room was a dressing-room and
not a place to receive gentlemen and to make love. Semper
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